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To Samuel Foote, Ejg. 


/ 


_ As the following little Piece was 
produced at your Theatre, at a 
| Seaſon when it was ſure to labour under 


every Diſadvantage in Performance z 5 
yet, as its Reception was favourable, 


05 petmit me to inſctibe it to you, as the 
| firſt Effort of an inexperienced Muſe: 


Accept it, Sir, an humble Offering 


from the Unprotected; and though s 
Trifle in publick Eſtimation, let it be 


à Means of beftowing a Panygeric on 
the Author, by having the —_— of 


ſubſcribing himſelf, 
Your moſt obli ged. 


And very humble Servant, 


WILLIAM HEARD. 


7 


Mattlet- Court, Bot · Street; 
May 1 3, 1778. 2 


| 
| 
1 


* 


. WY \ Mae, 9 * * 


0 14 


„ 


6. 48 9D WOYy 1s baaubor | 
10buu⁰ mod 03 9} i aviv nolwd, 
n= i geld F PIC] wry 
Aldg1wovet ew, noigoun A cj en JOY 


. 5 8 
7 | ad n Jo! « TOM ET, 1 tor ag m nn 


l „ 

\ 1 N 

no 5118 vt Lg > 3 Fons 0g 
Ca. 5 


10 51e „ nden vo rt; 
1 It; : p 
S «. 


CEW l gil ani vollot abs A n 


elne oy 03 1 ie Ot um Jima | 


} 


SuM b9nnoinoqzoai as, Yo one $171};- 
gnin9RO oldmud. as. 1 bn 100 
8 uon! DOE ; be 152307: go 3 211; mon. 


P RAK FACE. 
Tis a common, though juſt obſervation, that 
inclination is often miſtaken for genius, and 

a vulgar ſaying, that PFLEBEIA NS, as well as 
Gentlemen, muſt live. Theſe remarks are un- 
deniable; yet ſo prevalent is inclination, and 
ſo craving is hunger, that they generally go 
hand in hand; Bott ſcribimus indoctiyue, is 
hourly felt by the teeming preſs, and the fol- 
lowing ſcenes venture forth with only this af- 
ſurance; that a Candid Public, will never de- 

ſpiſe The Day 4 ſmall Things.“ 

Io that Public, I am happy to return my 
rateful thanks for their very favourable recep- 
tion of The Snuff Box; a Piece which I pre- 
ſent the Town as an attempt only, diveſted of 
. what might have rendered it ſomewhat paſs- 
able, I mean the embelliſhments of Muſic, as 
it was intended for a Comic Opera, which will 
be obvious to every reader; and here I cannot 
help paying my acknowledgements, to Mr. 
Hook, who ſo readily aſſiſted me, by com- 
ofing, in a moſt elegant ſtyle, the Air ſung by 

OLLY in the w.... 
If in the cloſet, the Box may bear exami- 
nation, I ſhall fondly hope its contents may 
be privately taſted, before they are publickly 
condemned. | 1 RE 
The Character of Sir Timothy, as far as my 
abilities would permit, is intended to explode 
by ridicule ; the abſurdity of unintelligible diſ- 
putation, and unprofitable enquiry; and to 
prove from real experience, that Infelicitat 
5 Schola qua docemur infor mare, et diregere, 
recentem, Cogi tationen 


PROLOGUE. 
WRITTEN by che AUTHOR 


RAMATIC Tn. are now the fav'rite mode, 
Couples elope, and trip the Northern Road, 
Not long ago, Newmarket was the place, 
The Nortz or Hanp—lt prov'd a lucky chace. 
This Evening, we have choſe a different Path, 
The Weſtern Road, a little Trip to Barn. 
« But fearing that our Author's Trip might fail, 
4 T offer up myſelf to be his Bail; 
©« As Friend and Counſellor his Caſe relate, 
« Begging your Favour,—dreading all your Hate, 


ee Tn Forma-pauperis his Cauſe I plead, . . 
« Well, what's the Matter, Sir ? Why ſhake your Head ? 3 7 


6 You write to eat—l act for — Bread,— | 


The Author of wiakghe now trembling fa ie fit 

— Conſcious his petit Piece, a Pun admits 3 zn: ꝝĩ. 
The SNnvre Box ad tis whimſical ted, ” 6 
And may remain ſo—if it pleaſes, you. 
I aſk'd the Poet, upon what he fed, 3 PINS 
He humbly told me, tliat his Food: was Lead ein 


LW? 


Hard of Digeſtion—yet ſometimes a Grain, 
1 to ”_ Authors Brain. | BT: <0 
In Prologue Writing, modern Bards agree, 
The only Art, is Wit and Simile; * 
But for that Art, we ever muſt complain, 
While Rosc1vs uſes it at Drury-Lane; 
Yet what muſt every Son of Laughter pleaſe, 
| Ped: known to . : 


0 I : 1110 5 1 : 
NonaNAIN 11 wy 
I de e d 


N e 2 


6 U 
« Ye Fair, to you I offer up my Box, | 
4 *Tis true, its very plain, ngr made by Cox, 


« Yetits Contents, I hope, are better far, 
% Nor like his Tickets, will be under Par. 


Ovx BARD—Heav'n help him—for he's one in ten, 
% Yet dwell ſuch daring Souls in little Men“ 
Has boldly hazarded this Night's Rebuff, 
To make an Offering of a Pinch of Sni; 

If tis Cephalic—'twill the Vapours Chace, 
And add a Luſtre to each Female Face, 

If Scorcn, it will exiſt on any Soil, 

And only ſcented, pay the Maker's Toil. 

To gratify the Taſte of every Noſe, 

Old Maids, old Batchelors, and ſimp'ring Beaux. 

Snuffs we produce,—for ſome I doubt unfit, | | 


Critic's I mean, who love a Sniff of Wit, 4 

. Methinks I ſee em lurking in the Pit. | 

If it ſhould lack the Perfume, blame it not, 

Perhaps the Author had no BexG amor, > 
The Box, an Emblem of his Mimic Pow'r i* 

To all SyurF-TAKERS may amuſe an Hour; 
"Tis GoLp—for he himſelfexpreſs'd it ſo 

You know the Adage of the partial A oC 
Your different ſentiments, this night will tell, 
Weder tis Sitver, Gad, on Terhi dil 0 | 
*Tis Exglifh, I am authoriz'd to ſay, : 
But flimſy almoſt ag. Papier Mackie... 

' Your Frowns may make it uſeleſs, backer 4 old, 

' Your Smiles can ſtamp i it, current, Sterling Gold. 


— 


N. B. The Lines marked with inverted Cammas, were written by 
another Hand. 3 
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A TRIP TO BATH. 


ACT I See I. 


A Room in Sir Tixorar Tnorz' 8 Apartments. 


Sir TIMOTHY and PLOTWELT ſeated at a Table Drinking. 


rin 
O the grave Politician we leave all debate, 
| Let's drink to the King, but ner think of the State, 


The King and his Council ſhou'd know how to rule, 


And who meddles with either, I think is a fool. 


Come, Sir, here's his health, may his offspring unite, 
Like their SIRE to yield a nation delight; | 


While glaſs after glaſs, with joy Pl advance, 
Till ſcarce ſhall become their claret in France. 


Here's à health to the Queen, her ſexes perfection, 


Whoſe Virtues fill claim our warmeſt protection, 
Whoſe affable ſweetneſs thoſe graces impart, 


Which embellifh her crown, and yet flow ”"Y the heart. 5 


B Sir 


a 
< 


2 THE SNUFF BOX; 


258 Sir TIMOTHV. | 

Excellent, maſter Plotwell, excellent ! I like your ſong 
for three diſtin reaſons; the firſt, becauſe the tune is 
Engliſh and familiar ; the ſecond, becauſe 'tis hearty and 
chearful ; and the third, becauſe it breath's a ſpirit of 
loyalty and independence. Pox of your love madri- 
gals, I ſay ! with their damned imitation of the Italian 
quav'ring and diviſion !—'Gad there's metal in this! 
come drink, Plotwell ! I never knew an honeſt man who 
wou'd not drink—Knaves dare not truſt themſelves 
on liquor, becauſe it draws the ſcene and diſcovers 
them. ” 

Plot. Without controverſy, Sir Timothy, loyalty and 
competency are the chief props that ſupport the throne 
of any monarch ! and if allegiance has been ſworn to the 
worſt of Princes; how happy are we, who join hand and 
heart to maintain and promote the public and private 
felicity of the beſt of Kings. _ 

Sir Tim, True, Plotwell, your obſervation is undeni- 
able, but I muſt haſten to my daughter, for fear ſome 
ſpark in this gay place may be too buſy in paying his al- 
legiance there—will you accompany me? | 
Plot. Sir Timothy, I attend you. | Exeunt, 


SCENE KN 
Lord Laudable's Lodgings. 
Enter Lord LAUbpA ZII. 


Taud. How forcibly do love and reaſon contend for an 
empire in my boſom—as yet the victory is doubtful, nor 
can I, with all my boaſted reſolutions, decide the combat 
ngenerous Sophia! yet leave her to another, and 
bear it unreveng'd! one of us ſhall fall a devoted ſacri- 
_ fice—dreadful alternative! muſt this fatal paſſion involve 
me in a gwlt my ſoul abhors ? forbid it every ſoft dictate 
of humanity, —No—1 will not ſacrifice the principles of 
true honor to a ridiculous cuſtom, made lawful by miſe 


taken valour : 


Enter SPRIGHTLY. = 
 Sprit, My Lord, good-morrow,—what, as melanchol 


as ever; looking as penſive as Madam Melpomene, _ 
| | Eo | ber 


a > 1 ve 7% = 


N 


er 


with the cauſe ? 


Or, A TRIP TO BATH 3 


her bowl and dagger; or a loſin gameſter counting his 


rouleaus for the waiter at the card room. 


Lord Laud. And you, Sprightly, as briſk as the gay 


Thalia, wanting nothing but her maſk, which your ſin- 
_m_ can eaſily diſpenſe with. But why ſhould you 


wonder at my being ſerious, who are well acquainted 
Sprigbt. True—but tis no dangerous diſeaſe—only a 
love-fick ague; eaſily cur'd with an exhilirating ſmile, 
a ſoft look, and a reftorative tete-a-tete. I'll be your 
phyſician— but, as a good patient, you muſt promiſe to 
tollow my preſcriptions. | | 8 
Lord Laud. In every title - provided they meet with 
* approbation. 5 TE | 
Spright. Why thus then Reduce your formal principles 


do the preſent ſtandard of taſte and politeneſs—from a 
Dove, becoine a member of the Lazaron: club, where you 


will be taught to deſpiſe the nobleſt feelings of the heart 
In town frequent Almacks, Boodles, and Goofires — 
take your morning lounge at Betty's —but beware of the 
influence of a neighbouring charity, The Thatch'd Houſe. 
Tf by extravagance you ſhould exceed your income, op- 

reſs your tenants with additional rents, and live by the 
Fruits of their induſtry ; inconſiſtent with your principles, 
religious or moral. By bribery become a member of a 


certain Auguſt Aſſembly keep a ſeraglio of favourite 


beauties—and to ſum up the whole character of a modern 
fine gentleman—learn to fin with a bon grace. 

Lord Laud: And ſo to make myſelf a conſpicuous figure 
in the polite world, I muſt be rendered an antidote to hu- 
man nature; and an obje& of deteftation to the ſenſible 


few. | 


Sprigbt. Certainly—if ever you hope to win the af- 
fections of Sophia: but, jeſting .apart—the preference 
you give Sophia to her ſiſter Emilia, is entirely inconſiſt- 


ent with your uſual diſcernment. 


Lord Laud, The commanding aſpect of Sophia ! 
IS The modeſt ſweetneſs of Emilia ! | 

ord Laud. The bewitching charms of Sophia! 
Spright. So much good nature, heightened by a no- 


Þleneſs of ſpirit !—But, my Lord, if Sophia is all you ſo 


artially diſeribe; what can vindicate her ſtrong attach- 
Nest to the French Count. et | 
3 „„ B 2 Lord 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Lord Laud. There, I confeſs, you have ſtung me. Is he 
really a man. of quality ? KEY 
HF bright. You have only his word for it; which I very 

much queſtion—Give em their due, the gentlemen of 
France, with all their native gaiety, are generally ſenſi- 
ble and well-bred: but this taudry animal has all the 
foppery and vanity of the nation, without one traite of 
their genuine politeneſs. | 

Lord Laud. And yet. | 
 Spright, And yet his levity has greater influence than 
py gravity ; but a trace to the ſubject Here comes 

lotwell, now my Lord for a touch of the times. 


Enter PLOTWELL. 


You are come very luckily, Plotwell, to help vs waſte 
ſome idle moments; my Lord, you know, is newly arri- 
ved; therefore ſome account of the company would not 
be unpleaſant—How ſtand affairs ? come, lets have a 
little ſcandal. | | 
Plot. Much as uſual, this place may be nam'd the tem- 
ple of folly, the bank of uſury, and the retreat of gaine- 
ſters. People come to Bath with the ſame happy diſpo- 
ſition for idleneſs and pleaſure, Men of large fortunes 
come to ſpend them, thoſe of ſmall ones expect ſome 
lucky chance to retrieve them The wiſe are content to 
lay the fool, and fools paſs for wits—Intrigues of the 
council board are changed to intrigues of the bed cham- 
her; and a profound ſtateſinan ſhall fit as well diverted 
at a puppet ſhew, as if he was 2 a ſcheme to cheat 
the nation and buy himſelf a title, i | 
Spright, But have you any particular characters?) 
lot, Many, Sir,—There's little Tickle Pulſe, the apo - 
thecary, and Doclor Epicure, tlie phyſician, You may 
compare them in ſize to Falſtaff and his Page, The ob- 
 ſequious Tickle-Pulſe always viſits his patients in the 
morning; while the luxurious Doctor attends. in the 
aſternoon, preceded by footmen, loaded with either what 
has been, or is intended for the table; where after eat- 
ing voraciouſly himſelf, and ſickening the company, he 
deigns to enquire the ſituation of his patient; beſides, 


there's the Scotch profeſſor of elocution, and the Iriſh 
attorney are diſtinguiſhed characters. 


Spright, 


On A'TRIP:TO BATHE © 


Spright, But there is a character, Mr, Plotwell, you 
have not yet mentioned; I mean Sir Timothy Trope. 

Plot. True, deſcription would indeed have failed, 
had we let him eſcape If you can forget the beauties of 
our ancient and modern Caſuiſts, and reflect only on their 
abſurdities, you have the true character of Sir Timothy 
to prove my aſſertion, I will inſtance only one peculi- 
arity; I mean his ſtrong attachment to ſnuff; for 
which he has a curious large box, and in the ſeveral de- 
partments the various productions of his favourite plant 
—and whenever he wiſhes to enforce an arguinent, his 
memory and intelleQs are recruited by a ſuppoſition as ri- 


diculous as his reaſon—he fancies all wiſdom conſiſts in 


turning common converſation into a diſpute, and is even 
content to be thought a fool, if you can prove him one 

by mood and figure. | 5 
Sprigbt. Do you think he could be perſuaded, by mood 
and figure, to give you his daughter with a handſome for- 
tune? 'Come, come, Plotwell, you know the circulation 
| - her wiſhes, as well as little Tickle-Pulſe does of her 
Plot. Why I know not what hopes I may have here- 
after but my buſineſs at preſent is thisx—Sir Timothy 
is ambitious of reſcuing his daughter from ignorance and 
_ obſcurity, in which ſhe has hitherto liv'd, and employs 
me to cultivate her fit for an appearance of quality. | 

 Spright, And a prudent choice he has made for a maſ- 
ter—but prithee reſolve me one queſtion—haz— _ 
Plot. A thouſand ſome other time—but at preſent par- 
ticalar buſineſs requires my attention; his ſubtle curi- 
_ ofity may make make ſome improper diſcoveries Cd! 
Gentlemen your moſt obedient, at a more convenient op- 
portunity I nay tell you ſomething worthy of a laugh. 
SID it. 
Spright. There, my Lord, goes one, who having ſpent his 
fortune in the diffipations of this city, is now determine! 
to be ſupported by the credulity of others, and=-ur 
here comes an expreſs. from Sophla—l'll take my leave, 
in an hour's time I ſhall expect you on the * 1 
| £5 8 | 2 A* 7. 


1 Lord 
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| | Enter Servant. | 
Servant, My Lord, Madam Sophia ſays you may come 
if you pleaſe, but my Lady Fickle has ſent for her to 
ſee a young puppy, and ſhe's in haſte to go out. | 
Lord Laud. Well, you may go. [Exit Servant.] Un- 
heard of contempt ! Is it for this ungratefal girl, I ſa- 
crifice my life's repoſe, till I become a burthen to 0 
and a torment to my friends? | [Exit.. 


SCENE Ill. 
A Dreſſing-Room, EIL TIA and Sopnta, 


_ * Sophia, Ha! ha! ha! an extempore as I live, Come, 
| you ſhall hear it, for here's the ſubject. [Reads] point- 
ing to the glaſs. Do 


O flattering glaſi==thy. circle ſeen, 

Sophy appears the Cyprian queen ;. 
 Pleafing deludir of our ſex, 

Where ons you charm, a ſcore you vor. 


| You fhew the ſmile and dimpled cheek,, 


| if haughty, frowning, or if meek ; 
Thy magic power can tell us when 
To pleaſe, or kill thoſt lordly men. 


But why ſo. ſerious ? I declare ſiſter, the ſentiments you 
are ſo continually reading in Clariſſa and Sir Charles 
Grandiſon, have render'd you intirely unfit for the gay 
ſociety at Bath, 5 | 

Emilia. Indeed, my dear, if polite ſociety conſiſts in 
diſregarding the unequall'd ſentiments of a Richardſon, I 
muſt ſabmit to be unfaſhionable, to preſerve my repu- 
tation. | =_ | 
Sophia. Reputation, indeed! ha! ha! ha! reputa- 
tion, as you call it, may be a proper reſtraint for an 
aukward citizen's wife, becauſe the want of it may affe& 
her huſband's credit; but what has a woman of quality 
to do with it? ſhe has no credit to loſe, 1 


Or, A TRIP TO BATH, 4 


Emilia. When once a woman lights the cenſure of the 
world, it is to be fear'd ſhe has little guard left for her 
actions. | | 


Enter Servant, 


Servant, Lord Laudable, Madam. > 
| Sophia, Admit him. Exit Servant]—Dear ſiſter leave 
me to myſelf, - [Exit Emilia, 
Now will I force a little variety out of him, if raillery 
Enter Lord LAUDABLE, 
Lord Laud, This is a favour unexpected, Madam, to 
find you at home, after the meſſage you ſent me. 
Sophia, I conſulted your caſe, and my credit, my Lord, 
Zit is neceſſary your paſſion ſhould have a — 
once a day —ſo I did not care you ſhould expoſe yourſelt 
on the Parade, | 
Lord Laud, I could have wiſh'd, Madam, that you 
had refleQed 2 on our laſt night's Interview, that - 
your own credit, and my eaſe, might have been equally 
your care, | 3 
Sophia. If your eaſe could but ſhift as well as my ere - 
dit, they would do very well to be left to themſelves. 


Enter Servant, 


Servant. Count la Poudre, Madam, a 

Sophia, O ſhew him up by all means,—{ Exit Servant, ] 
The Count's vivacity will make ſome amends for this 
dull interview. | 


. 4 


Enter Cov N T 0 


Count, Ah mon belle ange! Je vous baiſe tres humble - 
ment les mains — La, la, la. [ Sings. peur 
bella la cechena, | | 
Ssophin. Dear Count where have you been, and what 
have you been doing? that I have not ſeen you to day. 
Cent. Vere me ave been ?—And vat me ave been do? 

ou ave embarraſs moi—begar me ave been ſo loſt 
in de vood of your charm, dat me ave run up an down 
—an do von hundred tings—an yet begar me canno tell 

vere me ave been, nor vat me ave been do. - 
| BB 4 | Sophia. 


be two minutes from her, [Exit Servant. ] 


2 | THE SNUFF.-BOX:, 


Sophia, Y ou are the eau—dc fleur of politeneſs, 

Count, You be more dan de ſon of perfeQtion—de fon 
but ripen de concombre for de pickle ; but you ave ripen 
de amour in my heart, an put me in von ver fine pickle 
too.— Ha! ha! ha! „ | 

Sophia, Bleſs me! 1 had quite forgot his Lordſhip, 
Count, my Lord is come for a trial of {kill with you, 
which has the beſt genius for a gallant, 3 | 

Count. Madame, you fall ſe me entre de liſt, againſt 
all de men of qualitie in England, pour Phonneur of my 
nation, and de bienvellance of de Lady. My Lor, me 
beg your pardon, but you hear vat de Lady ave propoſe, 
vid vat fall de conteſt begin? vid d'allaides, de compli- 
ment, de poſture, de amourettes, de capere, d'allemande, 
de minuet, me give you your choice, | 

Lerd Laud. Sir, I am not in a humour to be jeſted 
Count, See now de ſurly Anglois—he no underſtand 
de difference between de civilete and de raillerié; he be 
like his own country bull-dog, if you cajole him, he will 
ſnap at your finger; —dere be de bon humour now of de 
French, if me jump over de head of de man of qualitie, 
begar he vill laugh, and jump over my head again. 


Servant Enters. 


Servant. Madam, my Lady Fickle is impatient to ad- 
viſe with you about a name for the young puppy. 
Sophia. My compliments, and let her know J. will not 
Come 
Count, you and I will conſult by the way to ſurprize 
her with ſome pretty French name. I ſee my Lord you 
are out of humour, and I can't bear ſullen company. 
Come, dear Count, let us fly. | . 
Count. Upon de ving of love, an me vil pick out de 
feader to fan you -en you take your afternoon repos.— 
Serviteur, my Lor, ſerviteur. [Exit Count and Sophia. 
Lord Lauda. Indignation will give me utterance, tho“ 
love oppoſe it with all his magie; but I am determined 
virlue hal be prevalent over a paſſion founded on frailty . 
and impertinence. Though Emilia has not the 7 va 
vating charms of Sophia; yet her ineſtimable qualifica- 
tions will do honour to the moſt exalted alliance. * 
What 
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what pretence can I have to addreſs Emilia, who have ſo 
lately preferred her unworthy ſiſter ? Alas, how cor- 


roding are the effects of a miſguided paſſion, —[ Exit, 
NEN. 


Sir Tixorur Trops's Lodgings. 
Enter Sir TiMoTHy and PLOTWELL. 


Sir Tim. Indeed, Mr. Plotwell, I don't underſtand this 
abrupt manner of ruſhing into my daughter's cham- 
ber. „ | | 
Plot. J hope, Sir Timothy, you don't ſuſpe& me of 
any diſhonourable deſigns. Fe 
Sir Tim. I don't know that, Sir—and I'll prove that I 
don't know it—as thus—Y our deſigns are only known to 


vourſelf; therefore I cannot know them, —Let Sir Ti- 


 mothy alone for argument. ER 
Plot. I confeſs it is well laid—but thus I reply—Ac-_ 
tions declare deſigns—and actions are known to every 
body—therefore they are known to you. | 
Sir Tim. That's true—and I muſt agree to it, or prove 
myſelf nobody. ESC 22 
Plot. But all this while, Sir Timothy, you talk like a 
hiloſopher, not like a man of the world. I muſt beg 
eave to inform you, that our modern ladies tolerate every 
cuſtom which you term indecent ; and now-a-days, by 
the aſſiſtance of French gallantry, they can receive their 
lovers into their dreſſing rooms, when even ſtript to the 
ſhift, without an offence to modeſty. . F 
Sir Tim. How, Sir? I can by no means agree to that. 
"Tas an offence to modeſty, and a very great one too, 
which Iwill undertake to prove —as thus — The hit is, as 
it were, the ſkin of modeſty, and modeſty is always 
aſhamed to ſhew her ſkin, | 124 
Plot. There your logic fails you—the ſhift is rather 
| — veil of modeſty and modeſty loves to peep through 
her vell. | 1 | | 
Sir Tim. None of the philoſophers ever maintained {o 
abſurd a propoſition, | | Et 
Plot. Your old friend Zevo ſtrongly maintains it— | 
Beſides, the reaſon and neceſſity of it is obvious the fight 


» 


o @THE-SNU-FF-BOX. 


of à man, when a lady is rifing, calls forth her bluſhey 
to give an — vermille to the complexion. 

Sir Tim. I do remember, indeed, my wife, who was a 
nice bred weman, would often tell me, ſhe had been fo 
long uſed to the fight of me, that it had no effect on her 
complexion ; therefore whenever ſhe aroſe defired me to 
| ſend up the butler; Tom was a good ſmug fellow, and 

after he had officiated, [ at ber breakfaft,] my Lady would 

come down as roſy as the day.—Ah poor woman, had ſhe 

lived, Doll gan not have come abroad for good breed- 
ing.—Odd's my life! now I think on't, I had an argu- 
ment to inveſtigate, but faith it has entirely *ſcaped my 
 memory——Let's ſee what iny never failing Memoria 
Technica will do. [ Pulls out a large Snuff box, divided 

| | 5 into ſeveral departments. 
This Plotwell, is the Alpha and Omega of diſquiſi- 
tion — and I am often ſorry to think Snuffs were unknown 
in the days of the Roman Caſuiſts; for tho? I revere 
them as logicians, yet how wonderfully would it have 
helped to ſupport their controverſy—And I muſt confeſs 
in Jatter days, Polemic's have ſuffered for want of its 
invigorating properties—You know I can't diſpute with- 

Enter DoL Lx. 


Dol. I wonder you was not aſhamed, Mr, Plotwell, to 
come bounce into my chamber, while I was dreffing, 
the very thought makes me bluſh till. 45 
hr | [ Spreads her fan aukwardly, 

Piet. Obſerve, Sir Timothy, —that was very well 
bluſhed—there only wants a little aſſurance, which I ſhall 
improve. „ 6 . 
Dol. Indeed, papa, I muſt get rid of my modeſty here, 
or elſe I ſhall be laughed at: *tis whiſpered already that 
| your old faſhioned notions, will ſpoil your intention of 
bringing me to Bath. OM * 
Sir Tim. Ay, ay, child, never you mind that: the wiſe 
Socrates himſelf might be laughed at for aught I know, 
therefore I have no reaſon to complain. oe ris 
Plot. True, Sir Timothy,—the preſent age are too apt 
to deſpiſe the wiſdom of the ancients, becauſe they have 
not taſte enough to admire the beauties of the mo- 
derns. e ro Re 87 

* ir 
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Sir Tim. Right, right, Mr. Plotwell. But how does 
your pupil come on? _ 1 
Dol. Lord papa, I can ſing and act, and act and ſing 
as well as the beſt of them we ſaw at the London Play - 


houſes. | 
Sir Tim. Well Dolly, I muſthave a ſpecimen. 


Dol. Shall I fing the air you taught me, Mr. Plot- 
well ? 3 f nl | 
Plot. Buy all means. 


AIR. Compoſed by Mr. Hook. 
With head thrown back—with arms out-ſpread, 
A martial air—majeſtic. tread. | 
Thus on my breaſt, I lay my hand, 
Tis you approve———The Gods command. 
From the gamut Pl roar, 
Tull all cry encore; © 
The boxes exclaim, O me cara!” 
With a look Dl expreſs, 
What I think of my dreſs, 
While all the houſe clap and cry bravo 


| Sir Tim. Excellent, Dolly, excellent! li hes ber] Ah 
friend, Plotwell, I believe I have you to thank for this 
improvement. | | 


Plot. So you have, old gentleman, if you knew but all. 


Dol. But this is not all, papa. Mr. Plotwell is to 

teach me the female art of reaſoning. _ | 

Sir Tim. Female reaſoning, Dolly ! I never yet rea- 

| ſoned with a female, but what J eafily diſcovered a falla- 

cy—Well, Pll leave you to your leſſon, and, d'ye hear, 

Dolly, be ſure you are attentive to Mr, Plotwell's in- 
| [ Exit. 


ſtructions. 


Dol. Never fear, papa, I have a maſter whoſe leſſons 
I may learn, but perhaps never practiſe. 
Plot. Perhaps never practice! thou ſweet bewitching 

ſcholar ! by the power I have as tutor, let me intreat 


Dolh. 


your meaning. 
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Dolly. My meaning is what my papa is always ſpeak- 
ing of— Reflection! and I was thinking ſince our laſt 
night's meeting, whether an elopement might not be at- 
tended with what I dread to think of, poverty ! and 
the frowns of an indulgeat parent. | EIS 

Plot. Fear not, my angel, love will ſupply all our 
wants—love w1ll 2 17 

Dolly. Hold, hold, Mr. Plotwell, you know, when 
poverty aſſails us—love is too often apt to become a 
coward. - 2 

Plot. Baniſh every Doubt, let it come to the worſt—T 
have then a thought, which will immediately tend to a 
reconciliation come, you will conſent. | 

Dolly. And was I to give you my heart, what then? 

Plot. Why then by this 

j 2 Plotwell is Aiſſing Dolly, Sir Ti- 
| mothy enters not obſerving them. 
Sir Tim. I am ſure, Mr. Plotwell, there muſt be a fal- 

lacy in that argument, I have conſidered it, and ſeeing 
_ them, farts and drops his Snuff box]—Heyday ! is this the 
art of good breeding? I thought you had been a man of 
more honor, than to 

Plot. What's the matter, Sir Timothy? I am only 
teaching your daughter the art of delivering and receiv- 
ing a ſecret, | | IA * 

olly, Mr. Plotwell and I, are only exchanging ſe- 
_ erets ; that's all papa, | 5 . 

Plot. Nothing more, you was only deceived by the 
cloſeneſs of the whiſper, | | | 

Sir Tim. Sir, I inſiſt upon it that could be no whiſper, 
for a whiſper goes in at the cars, therefore the fallacy 
lies, in the word whiſper, | 

Plot. I am ſorry, Sir Timothy, we differ in this reſpect 
but turning the ear, looks like turning away from the 
ſecret, Whereas ſome run open mouth to deliver them, 
others ſhould receive them in like manner—'T'is a com- 
mon ſaying, you know, „ ſuch a one ſwallows ſecrets“ 
— how can they be ſwallowed, unlels they went in at 
the mouth? _ : Fe RE 

Sir Tim, Why that's true, the ears cannot ſwallow— 
there, I confeſs, I was holding a very wrong argument— 
Come, Dolly, we'll take a turn on os walks — Mr, Plot- 
well have you any other inſtructions to give her. 


Plot. 
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Plot. Only a hint or two more, Sir Timothy, and then 
ſhe ſhall attend you. 5 
Sir Tim. Well, by the time I have repleniſhed my box, 


I ſhall expect her. Exit. 


Plot. Now, my dear, let us embrace this favorable op- 
portunity--I ſee conſent expreſſive in your eyes you know 


the plac of aſſignation-by the time your'e returned, 


Harp'em will be ready in his diſguiſe---and then 


O let me call the lovely Dolly mine, 
Another dreſs will favor our deſign, 

Cupid, Poſtilion, ſhall his art diſplay, 
And Hymen's torch will light us on our way, 


oro Wn. 


* * 
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ESO OCaoERCeres 


KC 
SCENE I. 
Enter Plotwell, with Harp'em diſguiſed as a Philoſopher. | 


PLOTWELLD. 


15 the coach ready to carry us off. | 
Harp. Nothing is wanting but the nymph. 
Plot. Your diſguiſe becomes you admirably !---a little 
more gravity=-=-very well---You know your cue, there- 
fore have no further occaſion for my inſtructions. | 
| _ I am to paſs for a philoſopher, and keep Sir 
Timothy in diſcourſe, while you watch an opportunity 
to run off with the young lady, | | 
Plat. Right, ——Y onder they come, when I have 
joined them, do you make your appearance. © 
; | [ Exit Harp'em. 
Enter Sir TIMOTHVY and DOLLY. 


Sir Tim, You ſhould learn to reaſon Dolly, as well as 
to be genteel; the one of your father, the other of Mr. 
Plotwell, m_ he's very capable of teaching you both 
—] have try'd him by mood and figure—— 

Dolly. Mode and figure, Papa, pray is not that dreſſing 
and dancing f— | 

Sir Tim, No, no, Child=though that's a pretty 
thought! I ſee thou haſt the head of the Tropes—No, no, 
by mood and figure is——per modo et figura, that is to 
fay by figure and mood, the meaning of which is—but 
theſe are deep things Child, and P don't expect you 
ſhou'd learn em all at once. OT "IN 
7 * = * | | | her 


altered my re 


ble other Sages, but had quite loſt him, till 
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Euter PLOTWELL. 


Plot. Sir Timothy well met, Miſs your obedient, 
Sir Tim. I was teaching my Daughter the art of rea- 


foning, Mr. Plotwell, let you and I diſpute for her 


improvement, | | 
Plot. Ha! the moſt lucky adventure that could be- 
fall us! here comes the _ philotopher of the age! 
he has travelled the world over in ſearch of wiſdom, and 
from pure devotion to the ancient ſages, conforms to 
their babite——I'I introduce him to you. þ 
Moſt erudite Ari/farchus, fi viſus non fallit! 
| Enter HARP'EM, 1 


Harp. Gaudeo ſpectare meam amicam! | 
Plot. I thought, fir, when I ſaw you laſt, you had re- 
ſolved upon a voyage to Oetehatiz, pray what extraor- 


| dinary occaſion brought you back to Bath 


Harp. I had, indeed, ſuch an intention, but the fame of 

a noble philoſopher, called Sir Timothy Trope, immediately 
Pluton, have you any knowledge of that 

renowned gentleman? I am come on purpoſe to diſpute 
with him. ES | | 
Sir Timothy to Dolly. D'ye hear that Dolly ? 
Plot. This, fir, is the very man—pray be known to 
this luminary of philoſophy, —— | 3 

_— Sir Timothy, 1 kiſs your hands, and greet you 
with Felix qui potuit cauſas cognoſcert rerum. | 

Sir Tim. Amazing erudition ! Sir, I kiſs your beard 
in token of affeQion, | | 

Harp. Sir Timothy, the ſight of you, has cleared up a 


| ſearch which has long puzzled me, 1 have traced the foul 
of the great Pythagoras, through all the eminent men 


who have flouriſhed in the ſeveral ages ſince his time, the 
MWhlocapio's, Adalecranio' s, Pingue cerbero's, and innumera- 


[ During this ſpeech, Vlotwell 
| 3 and Dolly run . 
Let me ſee — my calculation reached to about ſixty 
years ago. fot: | == 2350 
Sir Tim. Why, that's about my age, Sir! 
Harp. I plainly ſee it! all hail thou great Pythagoras / 
"tis worthy of thee to take ſo noble a reſidence as in the 
head of Sir Timothy Trope l- may the Tropes flouriſh 
from 
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from generation, to generation, to eternize and do honour 
to thy name! L | | 
Sir Tim, Do you hear that, Dolly? - Heyday ! where's 
Dolly and Mr. Plotwell? _ 
4 Pray, worthy fir, clear up one difficulty to 
me : | 
Sir Tim, Sir, you muſt excuſe ine, at preſent, I'm under 
a difficulty myſel.— where can Dolly and Plotwell 
| | = [Walks about. 
Herp'em. Indeed, Sir, I muſt deny that, when a man 
is under a difficulty, he is at a ſtand, now you are not at 
a ſtand; thereſore can be under no difficulty, 
Sir Tim, That's very true, Sir, and thus I reply— 
if a man—but, Sir, I muſt find my daughter. — [Gomg, 
Harp'em. Nay, Sir, 'tis not fair to begin an argument, 
and not go thro with it, | Holds him, 
Sir Tim, Pray, Sir, looſe me, or ll— 
s 3 yy Breaks from him and exit, 
Harp'em, Ha, ha, ha, poor Pythagoras Whay a hard 
ftruggle haſt thou with Sir Timothy——Wellj if we 
don't ſucceed now, I ſhall think it time to turn honeſt 
and ſtarve, though that's a ſcurvy proſpect, but hang 
melancholy reflections.— [ Exit, 


Re-enter Sir TiMoTHY, in a Rage, 


Sir Tim, Why, where can they be?—— How! the 

Philoſopher gone! there muſt be a fallacy in all this :— 
I begin to ſuſpect ſome trick—that Plotwell is a cunning 
knave, and for aught I know my : | 


Enter Servant. 


Well, Sir, what do you want? 
Servant. Sir, a gentletman—— N 

Sir Tim. Sirrah, tell me of no gentleman—have you 

heard any thing of Dolly? | 

Sevant. Yes, far, I ſaw her and Mr. Plotwell, drive off 

in a coach not ten minutes ago _ | 
Sir Tim, How! in a coach! nay, then my ſuſpici- 

ons are true That raſcal ! that deceitful villain ! and 

that damned philoſopher! O I'm undone! ruined! 

diſtracted! I ſhail go ſtart ſtaring mad! I, I'll have the 

dog hanged ! Þ'll teach him to cheat a philoſopher !—is 


all my wiſdom come to this? my reputation? my 
| | knowledge ? 


vinced me of my error; that I 


| fir, and ſhall very ſoon be pair'd. 
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| knowledge; I ſhall be hooted at by all the boys in the 


ariſh! the inſignificant will laugh at me—the grave 


and wiſe will no longer keep me — !——O, I ſee 
\! 


my ruin; I ſee it clearly=Oh ! oh! © 

1 = [| lamps and raves, 

Servant. Dear Sir, have a little reaſon—perhaps— 
Sir Tim, Raſcal, I'll hear no reaſon 3 nor II! talk no 
reaſon 3 when I've a mind to be in a paſſion, 9 onyruny” 
be my reaſon 1—Sirrah, why don't you ſeek after 'em? 
Begone this inoment !==Pox on 'em z 1 thought What 
would come of their exchanging ſeerei 0 the un- 


_ grateful buffy ! | [ Exit in a rage. 


8CENE IL 
The ParaDdt 
Enter Lord LAUpABTE and SPRIGHTLY, 


Tord Laud, My dear Sprightly, you have ſo fully con- 

do not retain one tender 
ſentiment for the ungrateful Sophia—and to prove niy 
ſineerity but here ſhe comes—let me avoid her ſight, 


I ſhall % a turn or two by the fide of the ford and wait 
your 2 [ Exits 


Spright, I'll attend your Lordſhip in a few moments 


Enter SOPHIA, 


Unattended, madam ! and at this time I when all the 


company are met to conttive the evenings diverſions ? 
Sephia. I have the ſame proſpect in view, I aſſure you, 

Sprigbt. 1 did not imagine you was going to liſten 

to the murmur of the waters, for you look as gay as a 


bride © = . „ 
Sophia. How little he thinks I am within an ace of be- 
ing one. | TT D Alidt. 


Sprigbt. J have juſt left my Lord by che ſide of the ford 


in a very contemplative mood, 


Sophia. And do you expect to find him again without 
a plunge to prove your Mmenaihip #555 5H, 
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'Sp'ight, I never ſaw a man ſo altered !--would one be- 
lieve it poſſible he could think contemptibly of ſo much 
beauty, in fo ſhort a time? | 

Sophia, What do you mean by contemptibly ? | 

Spright, Why, infteail of curſing the fatal power of 
your charms, he's condemning himſelf for a blind tool, 
ever to think you handiome, | 

Sophia, Though I don't care the value of a feather for 
his love, his indifference provokes ine!  [A/lide, 

Spright, For my part I thought he degraded you 100 
much, when he ond not grant, what general conſent al- 
lows you. _ fd - 
Sophia. I wiſh he would but leave me, I'd try if! 
could not melt this mighty Hero, _—_— 
 Spright. I dare ſay ſhe's reſolved as I would have her. 
LAſide.] I'Il not detain you any longer, madam, but I 
could not avoid letting you know his lordſhip's ieſoluti- 
ons Madam, your moſt obedient— I'll retire and ob- 
ſerve 7 ' | „. 
Sophia. As I could wiſh—now will I bring him to a 
recantation of his ſtubborneſs, and rally him to death! 
What reaſon have thoſe women to be uneaſy, who can 
paint the heart with colours more pernieious, than what 
they uſe for the face. |  [Exit, 


EN | Euter Lord LAUDABLE, | 
Laud. Tis true what Sprightly ſays—we aſſume anair 
of thinking, but reaſon has no ſhare in the debate, all our 
reſolutions are the reſult of paſſion, which ſhift their 

extremes, as they are differently tranſported by ſimiles 
and frowns, | | 


| Enter SOPHIA, : 

Sophia, Now will I put on a grave look, and bruſh by | 
him as if wholly loſt in thought—[a/ide]—Bleſs me, my 
Lord, is it you, I aſk your pardon, I was ſo unprepared 
for any recountre, that I fear the oddneſs of my ſurprize 
has made me - jar unmannerly, | 
Tord Laud. I don't know how great your ſurprize may 
be, madam, but if it riſes in proportion to mine, it muſt - 
tix you in aſtoniſhment, * OY, | 


Sophia. Why ſo, my Lord? 


_ Lord. 


DU 


v 
* 


. 


my crimes—— Yet when I think whom I have loſt- 


manity, and oh! 
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Lord Laud, To apologize for an accident, a, ts 
liberately infulliig, is Juticicut matter ſor allen 


ment. 


Sorhie, I. did not think, my Lord, you had been fo ill 
tempered, to paſs over a preicat ſubmiſſion, and repeat wy 
paſt faults, 

Tord Laud, To ſooth with no other view, than to ex- 


erciſe freſh tyranny ; deſerves a name beyond barbarity ! 


but I belecch you, madam, whether tends this argue 


ment? 


Sophia, A perſon leſs diſegrning than you, my Lord, 
might eaſily ee madeſty o'er ſtep her bounds to obtain 
forgivene!s. | | | 

S>rizhily, Plaguy ſqueamiſh all of a ſudden.— 5 

| | | | | Behind, 

Lord Laud. And one leſs diſcerning than you, madam, 
might perceive I had recovered 2 freedom of thought, 
that will not let me be deceived again. ö 

Sophia. Ha! ſo reſolute! now dear hypocriſy aſſiſt 
me ! [ aſide] Was the peace of my mind to be obtained at 
any other rate, I would diſdain to ſue No, I'll intreat 
no more, but bear my torments as a laſting pennance for 


how tender, how ſincere, - what tears will ſuffice to. | 
: Aecte io cry. 

Lord Laud. Is't poſſible! my angel! ah whither am I 

running ?—ſceble reſolution ! I know tis feigned, diſſem- 

bled all! 4 3 £1 

Spright, That was an unexpected flaſh of courage, 


| {3 | 12 
Sof hia. Confuſion ! 1 My Lord, I don't 


expect my ſighs or tears ſhould move you, I am rejoiced 


to ſee your happineſs confirmed, though I have loſt mine 
I have only this poor requeſt ; if you ever beſtow a 
thought on the worthleſs Sophia, mix with it ſome hu- 
— ; { ny to faint, 
Lord Laud, Help! help! ſhe faints! ſhe dies! what 
has my cruelty occaſioned ?—help, help. 
Spright, What means this diſmal outcry ? 
Lord Land, O, Sprightly, I fear thou art come too late; 


| I have murdered one of the beſt, the deareſt of her 


ſex ! tc: 
Spright, Did you do it with a penknife? 


C2 Lord 


— — — — — — —— 


ried the whole cargo of mortality with it. 
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TIP Laud. O no, with the darts of cruel ſuſpicion ; 


help me to hold her. 


| SoPHIA revives, 5 
Sophia, My Lord, I only beg your aſſiſtance. 
Exit with Laudable laughing ironically, 
_ Spright, Ha, ha, ha, her life is fled but has car- 


| Re-enter Lord LAUDABLE. 

I thought my Lord you had been proof againſt all her 
enchantments, why hypocriſy was expreſſed in her eyes, 
— reſentment ſhone in every feature as I led her 
Lord Laud. I thought ſo too but this I confeſs is a 
maſter piece; blind wretch ! thus long to prefer the re- 
verſe of her amiable ſiſter, 

Sprigbt. The conviction is not too late my Lord, you 


have it now in your power to ſhew the correction of your 


r by the ſincerity of your addreſs. 

Lord Laud, Deſpair ariſes to rebuke my unworthi- 

„„ | 

- Spright. Cheriſh better thoughts, Emelia has delicacy 

of-mind ſuperior to many of her ſex, and had rather have 

the offerings of a rectified judgement, than the firſt over- 

flowings of a frothy paſſion. 5 1 
Lord Laud. How ſhall I convince her of my fincerity? 
Spright. That difficulty will ſoon be got over, ſince 

ſhe is already convinced of your honor, 


Lord Laud. Your words revive me, reflection has at 


laſt gained her empire Beauty what art thou! 
Spright. The parent of a numerous offspring; pride, 
I'll manners, licentiouſneſs, and a comprehenſive et cetera 


of unpardonable follies! that emblem of purity, the Dove 


is neglected; a Peacock has now aſſumed her place, as the 


| mottly, repreſentative of what was deſigned the pattern 


of native worth and beauty ! 


When Heaven firft form'd the ſofter ſex, 
The World was bleſſed with innocence ; 

Ne jarring paſſions to perples, 

But gave that all he con d diſpenſe, 


But 


France, if me fall expire for mon modeſte, - |, 
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But now, alas, inſidicus vice, 
 Deforms the ſweeteſt face; 
Has entered beauty's Paradiſe, | 
And rabb'd each native grace, [ Exeunt. 


Scene changes to the apartments of Sophia. 
Enter SoPHIA, 


Sophia. Rage, diſappointment, ſelf conviggion, and 
every corroding paſſion have taken poſſeſſion of My heart: 
J have truſted too long to my own imaginary power, but 
am determined to be revenged, by giving my hand im- 
mediately to the Count, —he's here, — now for the com- 
pletion of my wiſhes. _ 


Enter Count la Poudre, 


Count, Madame, de humbleſt of your ſlave, do once 
more preſume to declare his paſſion, and vil never riſe till 
de object dat he adore .  [ Aneels, 

Sophia. Riſe, Count, this poſture becomes not the agree- 
able vivacity of the French, an Engliſh lover indeed one 


might ſuffer to kneel for half an hour, without taking 


the leaſt notice of him, I» MD WS | 
Count, Ha, ha, ſpite of mon modeſte, you provoke me 


to kits doſe lip dat ralle ſo fine, how impatient am I for 


de happy minute dat make us one. 

Sophia, Pſha! I wonder at you, Count. - 

Count. Ah! in vain me ave fly from all de beauty in 

Sophia. That would indeed deprive. you of all com- 
paſſion our ſex can beſtow, but pray let me underſtand 
your meauing ? 3 Fg 
' Count, Dare now be de ting dat bring ade ſcandal vpon 
de Gent ds Eſprit, dat mon modeſte will not let a me 
ſpeak, me love a you ſo madame, dat me aye de great de- 
fre to concon my ſelf. Po | 
, Sephia. This is a ſketch of wit beyond my comprehen- 
ion. | — 
Count. Now den me ſhew a you de turn of de wi. 
me ave been wed to you fo long in qualité de gallant— 
now if me fall wed a you in qualité de marre, begar 

me 
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me fall put a de horn upon de gallant, and fo cocou my- 


ſelf. — 15 | 
Sophia. Ha, ha, how cou'd ſucli a pleaſant thought 
enter your head? but, dear Count, don't preſs me. 
Count. Ah! me ave every ting in readineſs pour la ce- 
remonié— de parſon vait in de next room, to perform a 
de office. . 
Sophia. This is ſomething ſudden, but your entreaties 
are irrefiſtable. e [ Exeunt. 


Krene changes to another Room. 
Enter Lord LAUDABLE and EMELIA. 


Emelia. Y our honour, my Lord, is a ſufficient fecuri- 
ty for the truth of your profeſſions; how far they are 
grateful, I leave you to judge, for | diſdain as much to 
belie my inclinations, as to betray 'em by an unguarded 
fondneſs, Virtue wou'd reſent the one. Modeſty the other. 

Lord Laud, Y ou have given me ſcope for encomium, 
Madam, but I am too well acquainted with your diſpo- 
fition to indulge it. My heart has become a convert to 
the dictates of | 


* 


Enter SPRIGHTLY, 
1 Spright, How, now, my Lord with a countenance 
_ erect, and a regular ſet of features! pray, Madam, what 
can be the meaning of all this? you don't ſeem bewil-⸗ 
der'd at his rhetoric ! amaz'd at his aſſurance ! Nor 

ou, my Lord, don't appear bewitch'd by the magic of 

er eyes ! why there's no enchantment, all is calm and 
ferene, as if Fn and Madneſs had no relation to each 
other. 5 | Retire to the back of the ſtage. 


| Enter Count la Poudre and Sophia. 
Sophia, Dear Count, I am fo agitated, I can ſcarce ' 
tell what to think, or how to act; what will all my friends 

fay to this? I dread the moralizing of my ſentimental 

Siſter, but am pleated with my revenge on Lord Laudable. 

Count, Me be too happy to tink at all ! me be ſo inde 
tranſport of love, dat noting can interrupt de felicite.— 

. Sprightly comes forward. 

Spright, Monſieur la Poudre, you'll pardon our rude- 
no; but we came to congratulate you, on your wedding- 
ay. a le | | 
Cont, Sir, you do me ver much honeur, 


EMELIA 


* 
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en EMELIA fo SOPHIA. 
I'm ſorry, Siſter, I want a. true motive for wiſhing 


you Joy. 


Sophia. I can't ſay, Siſter, a compliment from you, 
wou'd. be any addition to my happineſs. | 

Spright. But, Count la Poudre, I fuppoſe you intend 
to give us an entertainment on this occaſion? 

Count, Ah, Monfieur Sprightly, me vill ſet my head to 


vark, to compoſe de deverfion of gallantray vid de 
Ball——de Maſquerade de Fiera in Maſcherata, de 
Fete a Champetre——de [ Officers without, 


Guard the doors there Ino refiſtance chairmen !—we 
have force, as well as authority, to oppoſe you. 
Count, Vat is de diſturbance of de raſcale, de canaille 
dere? vere are all my ſervants ?—— | 


Enter Officer, | 
_ - Officer, I aſk your pardon, gentlemen, I am come in 
ſearch of one Monfieur la Poudre, and had intelligence 


he was here. | [)Count ſneaks behind, 
-  Spright. I ſuppoſe, now Sir, you are ſatisfied to the 
contrary ? „ 


Officer. I can't tell, Sir, but here's an honeſt gentle- 


man, one Mr. Ingrain, a taylor, who knows him; pray, 
Mr, Ingrain, walk in.— | 
„ © Enter Ingrain. "3g 
Ingrain. I beg pardon, gentlemen, I don't ſee him 
here, | 75 
Spright, Prythee, Count, come forward - what have 
we to do with the ſearch after this fellow ?!—— | 
Ingrain. Ah, Monſieur La Poudre—I have made a fine 


diſcovery ! 


Spright. Have a care, Sir, what you ſay, ——this is a 
French gentleman of diſtinction. '\ | 


Ingrain. Sir, J know him to be as errant a French 


rogue, as ever dipp'd ſpoon in a platter of ſoup-maigre. 


— Upon his firſt coming to. England, he had forg'd a4 


letter of credit from a brother of mine in Paris; where? 


in he repreſented himſelf a Count; I thought I knew 


my hrother's hand, and never ſcrupled ſupplying him 
with money and cloaths, in expeQation of large returns; 


—he had no ſooner got five hundred pounds in my debt, 


than I receiv'd a letter from my brother, requeſting me 


ta 


— 


8 THE SNU FF BO x; 


to make diligent ſearch after ſuch a man, who had cheated 
him and others, to the value of two thouſand, and then 
ran away. NT | 
Sophia. Ruin'd! undone !——Oh !— Hints. 

Emelia, O my poor Siſter! 

Count, Begar me be ſouz'd in von ver fine 9 
Sophia. O, Siſter, I dare not ſee you. My Lal ws 
and forgive the moſt wretched of her ſex, | 
 Emelia, Dear Siſter, J ſhare in all your diſtreſſes. 
\ Lerd Laud. Be comforted, Madain, there's yet ſome 
temedy left 5 BT 
. 'Spright, Well, Count, what have you to ſay in your 
defence? is this the beſt entertainment you can give us 
on your wedding day? | 

Ingrain. His wedding day! you're pleaſed to be merry, 
Bir, by my brother's account, he = left a wife and 
five children in Paris, Omnes.— How !—— 
Upon my credit it is true, he was originally a gentleman | 
of the Comb, but hearing what numbers of bis profeſſion 
had made an ample fortune in this Kingdom, chiefly by 
our afſifiance, he was induced to follow their example. 
.  Spriphi. Who can wonder at theſe frequent decepti- 
ons, when the noble minded, yet credulous Engliſhmen are 
too apt to judge of the integrity of others, by a conſei- 
ouſheſs of their own ! 

Ingrain, Come, officer, bring along your priſoner. 
_ Spright, Leave him to the care of your attendants, 
Won't you take leave of the company before you go. 


Ito the Count] | | ny 
Count, Morbleu ! me vil go to prayer on purpoſe to 
curſe a you all! 22 with the Officer. 


Sophia. O, Mr. Sprightly ! accept the acknowledge- 
ments of a wretched . F 
_  Spright. | rejoice, Madam, 'tis in my power to be your 
friend, „ | es 


SoPHIA to EMELIA. 


O Siſter ! had I not deſpiſed thoſe ſentiments you have 
io prudently imbib'd ; I ſhou'd have learned to diſtin- 
guiſh genvine worth, from the taud'ry foppery of mere 


 Externals! | 
Enter 


% 
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Enter Sir TimoTuy (in haſte) 


Sir Tim. I'll ſputter, and ſtorm, and rant, and roar, 

_ diſpute, refute, confute, till Philoſophy's as empty as 
my brain ! + - 
_ Spright, Patience, Sir Timothy, all is well yet. 

Sir Tim, All is not well, Sir, and I'll proye it——for 
I am running. mad !——lI have loſt my Daughter, and 
my ſenſes alſo, by being a fool and a philoſopher, 

Sprigbt. Truely I think the firſt character was enough 
for you to ſupport, without grafting upon it but pray, 
do you know this Holy Couple f 3 
Enier Officer, with Dolly and Plotwell _— alert. 

Sir Tim, By the immortal ſpirit of Longinus! that 
Rogue Plotwell ! may then I warrant this carnal piece of 
impudence is my Dolly! | 

ally. I don't know what you mean by impudence, 
Papa, I have only learned what every 1 lady muſt; 
a little jen ſe coi, as Mr. Plotwell calls it, or modiſh 
aſſurance. = 22808 N 

Sprigbt. (pointing to the Officer) To this man, Sir Ti- 
mothy, you owe the reſtoration of your Daughter. — 
they were treating to eſcape for twenty guineas, when 
I having private notice of the affair, promiſed a double 
reward for intercepting their progreſs, ——baneſty, you 
| know, ſhoy'd not be left naked, left ſhe fly to knavery 

for a covering. | | 1 
Sir Tim. True, Mr. Sprightly; and upon your re- 
commendation, I will pay the money——friend call on 
me to-morrow morning. (Exit Officer) If PLoTwELL 
is to be hang'd, pray ſend me word, and I'll take a jour- 
ney on purpoſe to ſettle his conſcience, and prove him a 
rogue for the good of his ſoul. | : 

Spright. Hold, Sir Timothy, — you have now an 
opportunity of following the glorious example of all the 
Stoics, and Philoſophers ; I mean the noble principle of 
forgiveneſs! 1 1 | 
Sir Tim. How, Mr. Sprightly ! —why you are hold- 

ing an argument againſt yourſelf, and Þll prove it—as 
thus: ö | 
Spright, Sir Timothy, I gueſs your meaning; but 
conſider yourſelf as partly the occaſion, I know him born 
of noble parents; let _— which prompted him = 

| . 


I Tim. W hy theſe are fe 
6 


-& 


end FRO NR 
ng contrary (to the le of beach unde plead | 


hie excuſe, | 
” and lac Qu urn ſtubborm - 
his ar * Lown 1; 


things; and thro) the whole e's | 

have been fairly: paiz'd, Wel, I think Tl} t hy | 
once to aq pag a libertine ; take her, Sir,” and 
make a good. huſband, you 5 have no reaſon. to . 

pent of your bargainn. 

: Ploetwell, I nccept her Sir, wich the moſt vnfelgn'd. 
atitude z and hope my future behaviour will ever merit 
for r Leuch here, ſhall henceforth be 
ly, and 1 vill bid adieu to the W of 


t, Well, now all ſeems to be u uniſon of per- 
-fe& friendſhip, let us dedicate this day, and every eſe. 
one, to mirth and happineſs, . 


12 


ti * | i : | f f 0 5 « 
\ "Hence, gie with its # Og %% N W 0 
x e the Problems of the Schools, 
l Of Jittls . Drama now is o'er, be 
2 * be oh Gandour only we implore, 5 
For all our arguments are Vain, 
Fus our n "_ | 
wi * a W. * ' Ty 
i | - i 4%) 
hs. 968 . 
* by | IL n 
| ; 14 * 
* 9 10 BOK | 

+ 1 * Wh, j 
þ if 10 . 5 : 

. — . þ i 5 1 * 
8 5 N 
1 4 4 „ 
4 2 ö 15 

9 4 

Fs 


